2             NADIR, THE PEBSIAN
In harry and march and midnight raid
Together we followed the soldier's trade.
In the foaming press of the wrath divine
Our stallions' hoofs trod out the wine.
The men of the desert ride swift as the wind,
But swifter followed the chase behind,
And wave caught wave and the storm passed on,
And bones gleamed white where the fierce sun
shone.
We rushed the fort of old Tabriz, Where the red stream splashed to our troopers*
And my arm grew numb with the bloody work, As we butchered the panic-bewildered Turk. My arm, not his.   His was made of steel, And little of pity could it feel. Like the sword of God made in flesh and bone, And tempered keen on war's red hone, He slew and slew with a tireless hate And a lust of slaughter nothing could sate.
From a beggar's brat in Khorasan He rose to be king at Ispahan ; The Persian realm he held in his hand, And all bowed low to his least command. Like a jewel a man picks up from the mire And sets in a crown for the world's desire, He found the realm a thing misused, Mishandled by weaklings, by fools abused, And he fashioned thereof an empire great And world-renowned for its strength and itate,